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TheTra^ieofUimht 

i, mi ,ni w„ c him , h C drov, v „ c ;i , ' h b : < tf ar :"" ■» 

Clow. I marry i’ft,Crowners queft law 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’r if thicks u 

W0 S« ,d h l UC b r in buried> out a Chlifl «ai» buriall 8Cntle " 

fl,o^Tk X thefC th ° U fa,ft > and lhc more pitty that g ear folk* 

fliould baue countenance in this world to drowneor h«. t W 

fclues.more then their euen Chriften : Come my fpade \K ' 
ancient gentlemen but Gardners , Ditchers l ? 

they hold vp tAdams profcffion, Ultchcrs • and Graue-tmkers, 

Oth. Was he a gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that euer bore armes. 

I leput another queftion to thee, if thou anA wA ». 
purpofe, confeflc thy felfe. me notto ‘he 

Oth. Goe to. 

Or^The ganowcs-maker.for that out-liucs a theufand tenant. 
Clow. 1 like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes dooesSl* 
but how dooes it well?It dooes wel to thofe that do ill no *k * 
dooB.IUof.y.heg.Hones is 

doc wclltollcc. Too", scaine.com, 
Csfptl ^ ^cn . Maion, .Shipwright, 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Oth. Marry now I can tell. 

Oth.Too' t. 

Cl<w * Mafle I cannot tel!. 

noSh^ 8 ' 1 tby b [ a r no more about it, for your dul affe wil 
not mend his pace w th beating, &whcn your are askr this queftio 
nc„,f,y egrsuemake ,hc houfes he m,kc» left, telDooLac. 
Goe get thee in and fetch me a foope of liquer. * 

In youth when I did louc did loue, Sm 

Me thoughtit was very fweec “ 

To contra#'’ O the time fora my behoue, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter 


(Prince o/'Denmarke. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. > 

Ham&n this fellow no feeling of his bufincsPa fings in grauc- 


“Srlcuftome hath made it in him a property of cafines. 

^ Vis een fo, the hand of little.imploiment hath the daintier 
C/w.But age with his ftealing fleps Song. (fence. 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into the land, 
as if I had neuer been fueb. 

Ham . That skull had a tongue in it,and could fingonce,how the 
knaue iowles-it to the ground , asift were Cains law-bone, chat 
did the firft murder : this might be the pate of apollititian.which 
this Affe now ore-reaches •, one that would circumucnt God, 


might it not ? 

Hera. Ic might my Lord. 

Ham Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my 
Lord • how doft thou fweet Lord ?This might be my Lord fuch 
a one,* that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horl'e, when a meant to 

beg it: might it not? 

Hora.l my Lord. . , 

Ha . Why een fo.and now my Lady worms Choples,and kneckc 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; beer’s fine rcuolution and 
we had the tricke to fec’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke on t. 

Glow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade. Song. 

for and a (hrowding (heet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Hrf.Therc’s another, why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks? why dooes he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty (houell,and will not tell him of 
his a#ions of battery .-hum, this fellow might be in*s time a great 
buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, hi* 
double vouchers, his recoueries,tohauehis fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouejj him no more of his purchafes and 
doubles, then thelengtlf and breadth of a payre of Indentures? 
The very conueyances of his Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, 
and mull th’inhcritorhimfelfe haue no more? ha. 

Hora, Not a iot more my Lord. 


Ham. 


